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taken out the panelling and sold it, there was
nothing but a native earth oven in the pantry and
the ceiling cloth was nearly rotten, yet they never
had any complaints. He despised them a little for
that, but he had a curious feeling about them5 as
if he should have offered them a first floor suite, as
if he would have been wise if he had invited them
to live in it, as if it would have placated the house
in some way to have the Lemarchants living in its
best rooms,, which was absurd, for they could
hardly pay the rental of the annex.
Auntie's were the only flowers that grew in the
garden, since she had come it had taken on a
miraculous life, even the old dried bushes had
flowered again under her care.
Now the house seemed to be giving way; de-
feated by its own decay, it was dying. The years of
robbery and neglect and squeezing had choked its
life away; now it seemed that it could not help
troubling the Lemarchants, dropping flakes of
plaster from the ceiling on their furniture, block-
ing their drains, letting the damp creep along their
walls, and all the while it was mutely apologetic,
pleading forgiveness for its bad manners as some
old ill gentleman distresses himself when he can-
not behave as he would in public*
It was very old. Once coaches had driven
through the gate, and carriages swaying on their
springs so that the footmen swayed too, under the
umbrella they held over the bell-shaped muslins
below; the umbrella dipped and swayed between
the flower beds and the strange foreign creepers